| 


OT 
| 


MM 


l 


Hil 


MTTTELVTLTRDT 
Ill VR 


| 
MM WONFMRTATHLAEA 


Mi 


I} 


l Wi 
Il If} | 


Nil 


MTV MFALALAG 


| 


OT 
| 


MM 


l 


Hil 


MTTTELVTLTRDT 
Ill VR 


| 
MM WONFMRTATHLAEA 


Mi 


I} 


l Wi 
Il If} | 


Nil 


MTV MFALALAG 


| R egale rs At: ſerie 4 
' A KINGLY BED | 


OF MISERITE 


In which is a 


ADR EAME:. 


WITH 


An Elegyupon theMartyr- 


a dome of CHARLS, late Kiog | 4 


ENGL AND, of bleſſed 
Memory - 


| Another upon the Right 


Honourable the Lord Capel. 


WITH 
A curſe againſt the Enemies of Peace, and the 
Anthors Farewell to England, 


Fad - . 
p00 ET 


—_ 


By JOHN QuaRLES. 
Printed in the Year, 1658; 


” om 


—— 


S—_— 


4: 


ill furn 
as well with the raptures of 


TothatPatroneſsof Vertue, 


and moſt Illuftrious Princeſle, 
'E LIZABET H, 


The forrowfull Daughter to our late 
Martyr'd Soveraigne, CHARLS, 
King of England, &c, 


Moſt Vertuous Princeſle : 3 
Re S this ſubje#, which © 
ARS 1M Zealowus preſump- © 

20 preſents to Jour 


ſerions —_ - a compound 


of joy and griefe; ſo I bopeit | 
iſh x: your Royall breaft | 


—_— a — 


a OSumtroec ad 4 + eee 


AAadam, I am confident that 


In ner ps Cc aaa” at 1 boat — - 
« 


which Will bmld everlaſting 
. Pyramids in the hearts of 


TheEpiſtle 


I may, without adulation ſay, 
that your R ogall Fathers 
death, gave a life t9 Vertre. 
And as we have a ſufficient | 
canſeto deplore the abſence of 
his Perſon, ſo we have annn. 
denyable reaſon to rejoyce for 
the preſence of his perfettions, 


thoſe, Which were his loyall 
Subjetts.- Madam, althongh 
Heaven hath been pleaſed:to 
drminſh yoar zeyes in this mt-. 
wt wake 


wid 


| i Dedicatory. 
ſerable K ingdome , yet no 
queſtion but he will bereaf- 
ter multiply your pleaſures mn 
his own. In the mean time, 


+ may theGlories of heaven,and 


the Meditations of your 1n- 
comparable Fathers unparal- 
led vertnes, keep 4 Confiant 
correſpondencie With your 
R oyal heart; as it is the un- 
fained prayers of hm, Who de. 
dicates himſelf .1o your High- 
neſſe perfections, and is 
MADAM, « 
A ſworn Servant to your vertues, 


Jo. QUARLES, 
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To theR eader. 
 Courteous Reader, ; 


fence for the weak performance of this 


: | Have not much to ſay in my own de- 
' Awork, which I confeſle was hammer'd 


1 out of a diſturbed minde; therefore if there 


be any thing in it contrary to thy diſpoſiti- 
on, I ſhall defire thee to moderate 6 pos 
fion, and pardon my imbecility; for it is ge- 
nerally known, that errours ia grief are in- 


| cident toall: as for theerrours of the Preſs, 


I ſuppoſe them pardonable,_ in reſpect that 
it hath received many interruptions, and 
haſte joyn'd with fear, are conduQors to 
miſtakes: Now Reader, my occafions be- 
yond Sea adviſe me to bid thee adicu; the 
worſt that I can expe to ſuffer abroad, is 
but the extremities of Warre; and thebeſt 
that. 

» ; 


£ 


'To the Reader. | 

the beſt that I can expect at home: is but the 
worlt of miſeries, if therefore there be a ne- 

of ſuffering, Þ conceive it to be the 
beſt of ſufferings, tp ſuffer with . the belt 
of ſufferers, whoſe faithfull Subject I am, 
_ thy Servant, Reader, (if thou art Loy- 
all) 


JoHN QuARLES. 
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by A YEAMEC. 

Orpheus ( thou Turn-key to all humane 

ſenſe ) 
Lalock my braine, that I may fly from 
hence, 


Out of this Cage of ſleep, let me not lye 
And drown my ſenſes in ſtupidity. 

My thoughts ſarpriſe my thoughts, 1 cannot reſt, 
] have a Civil Warre within my breſt ; 

me full of thoughts : what uncontroled ftreams 
Flow from the fancies Ocean 2 Oh! whar dreams 
Have faiPd ipto my ftory mind? And bring 

No other burthen with them but a King, 

A King could I but kiffe that word, and not be 
An Idolizer ; 'tis too great a faule ( thoughe 
To kiſle his bend. Nor can I think it ftrange, 

For times, & manners,nceds muſt have their change. 
'Tis srue,l dream'd methoughts my watchful cyes 
Obſerv'd a King, and than a Sacrifice; 
And raviſh'd with that majefy and grace 
I faw united in his modeſt face, 

Yi B 
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I ran to kifſe his hand, but with a fall 

I wak'd, and loſt both King, and kiſſe, and al. 
And thus reftore1to my former {enfc, 

I. thus proceeded in my thoughts; from whence 
Ariſe tele fincies? Whit? did faxucy mean 

To cauſe a ſudden f-ll t : tr:ter vene 

Bitwcen akifſe z2ud mi? *twas an zbuſe 

That runs beyond the Jimi.s of excute. 

I was enrag'd co think that I ſhou!d milic 

(Being fo near his ''an 3) fo {weet » kiſle. 

I check'd my faricy, which was : oc preciſe 

To make me run to t-ft, yet loſe the prizz. 
Thoughts folluw tiougnts. aud when the fiitt is 
A ſecond rifes which docs ofr prevent © (ip:at, 
An inconvenient aQion, many time 

A ſecond thought g:is vertue by a crime. 

The firſt being banith%, reeſou thought it good 
Toplace a ſecond, wire the firft thought ſtood, 
Andthenl found my aGiive fancy play'd 

The Politician, and that thought allay'd 

'EFhe former flames of pafſion in my bref, 

Fhen w3s [| pleas'd wich what my thoughts ©x- 


Which was to this eff:& — (p: cl 


| Me thoughts I ſaw 
A grieved King, whoſe very looks were Law. 
He figh'd, as if his tender heart had taken 
A farewell of his body, ard forſaken 
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A Dreame. 3 
This lower world, hls ſtar-like eyes were fixt 
Upon ih? face of Heav2n, his hands commIXxtc. 
His toxpu2 was parſtmnoni us, Jet my car 
(That was atrentive) conld not prevall to hear 
This -whi(p'rinz-ec1o : Oh be pleas'd © incline 
Tiy ſicred ears! was ever grief like mane ? 


IW-:s cv r heart ſoſad? wasever any 


So aeſtiture Of joy, that hed ſo many 

As | have had ? thoayh ali be ſnatch'd from me, 
Ye: ler me have an intereſt in thez. 

On heiven !andt ere he ſtop'd as if bis breath 
Had itept aſide ro en:ercain a death. 

My {.-ul was raviſh'd, and the private dart 

Ot: new-bred love, ftruck pity to my heart, 

I couii no: hold, but filently b:queath 


S:me drops unto th- giound, my ſoul did cleave 


[to his lips, for every word hz ſpoke 

Was ponderous,and would have eaſily broke 
Th obJurat'it heart ; I ta:rn'd away my eye, 
And ſuddenly methoughts I did eſpie 

A ſacrifice; which when I did behold, _ 
My blood recotled, and my hear: grew cold: 
I was tranfport:d, and methough's the place 
Whereon I ſtool, ſeem'd bloody for a ſpace : 

I trembling, caft my wearied eyes about, 


1s 


Thinking to find my former obje& our, 
But he was gone; and in his room was plac'd 
A many-beaded morn{fter that disgrac'd 
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The very place : They vaniſh'd, then appear'd 

A large-pretending rout, as well be ear'd 

As Balaam's Afſe, methoughts they did excel 

The Afſe in ears, but could not ſpeak ſo well. 

Mcthoughts they call'd a Counſell to contrive 

Theic high defignes, and zealouſly diſlive 

Same great Offenders that they thought roo wile 

To live amongſt fuch ears, ſuch c:ſt-up eyes. 

© OneI obſerv'd amongſt the tudious race 

© That had ( methoughts ) a boneefire in his face: 

« Ancther I deſcri'd amongſt the pack 

© That ſeem'd to bear a Kingdome on his back : 

& Another I behcld which pleas'd me beſt, 

© That could not rule bimſelf, yet ruld the reſt : 

& Another I cſpi”'d which icem'd co look 

© Andread, but at the wrong end of his Book : 

* Another I obſerv'd which feen'd to weep, 

* Andin conclufion, pray'd himſelf « ſleep : 

*& Another I deſcry'd, among theſe Brotbers, 

«That vow'd *twas right, becauſc he'd pleaſe the 

« Another heſtood up,& wiſely broke (others: 

«< His long-kept-ſilent lips, and thus beſpoke. 
Come / let's no longer now be kept in aw, 

Tam ſure our welfare is the Supreme Law; 

A King, that's nothing but a power that is 

Subordinate ; the Laws are oxts, nor Hip ;, 

Is*t not the People makes a King ? well, then - 

If we let him be King, we *ce fools, not Men; 
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For now wehave him in his own-made ſnare, 
We'l keep him faſt, oh that we had His hatre / 
Corre, let *s proceed, and if our plots hit: right 
You ſhall be Lords at leaſt, and1I, a Knight. 
And let Malignants prate, their Purſes ſhall 
Pay tribute for their togues at Gold-ſmiths- hall : 
iſef} And if they grumble at what we ſhall do, 
We'l make them pay their lives and money t00; 
The day is ours,let's not abuſe that power (ſowre 
ce: Which Heav's hath lent us; for ſweet things prove 
If not made uſe of , have we not been poor 
And others rich? Come, let's increaſe our ftore : 
Had we but our deſerts, might we not crave 
The priviledge of all that others have ? 
AlPs ours, and yet our miferies are ſuch, 
That we are rich in little, poor in much ; 
Alas! our tender hearts are fild with pity 
Toſee ſo many blind in one poore Eity ; 
If they would pleaſe in a true zealous faſhion 
To moderate their long-continued paſion, 
#'Twould much rejoyce the Saints, & we will pray 
That they may live untill a wiſer day ; 
The” are very piows people, and we could 
Both live and dic together, if they would 
Bat furviſh our defires with every thing 
We want, and dote not too much on a King : 
He's but a man at moſt, and yer they muſt- 
dore Hig Perſoz, tho ugh He be unjuſt, 
; 3 


7 
' 


6 A Dreame. 


T could not chuſe bur laugh the c ther dy, 
I*ipy'd a Cavalter that cloſely lay 
Perdue to kifſe his hang, and by and by 
He ſtarts away, and when as he w 8 72h 
(That which they call a King ) as his ow:: Tength 
His legs (not having that ſuthcienc ſiren gh 
His baſt cequir'd) receiv'd a ſuddet: fall, 
And overturn'd bim{elf, h's King, and all : 
The fight muck pl: as'd me, being very near, 
I ncver help'd the King, nor a Cavalier : 
I ſoon retreated from that happy place, 
And let them bothin a diftraGed ca'e; 
Bat as I went, I was ſo vleſt ro meet 
An upright Siftcr, whoſe dividiag feet 
Stext with ſuch tnnocency, that my heart - 
Did almoſt leap upon her to impatt 
My rew-bred juy; ber veryl: oks betray'd 
Her heart, indeed ſhe was a Jovely Maid : 
I bow'd m; ſel', and zealoutly imbrac'd 
The ſmall circumt'rence of her bending waſte, 
T kiſs'd ber mouth, awd having done th tduty, 
My lips divided, andI prais'd her beau y; 
Extreams of joy did almoft make me faint : 
I thought, oh ! here's a fiſter for a Saint: 
J was amaz'd, my very ſoul did move 


Between the great extreams of fear , and love; - 


She ſmiPd upon me, and that very ſmile * 
Prov'd a Reſtorative, andfur a while 


I mus'd 


d 
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I mus'd; at laft my lips began to break, 

As that ſmile had licenced them to ſpeak ; 

Oh! then my mouth bein;; ram'd with wzrds, let flic 
Both wit, and laxguapge, and did ſoar as high 
As our Remonſtrance, oh ! how 1 did heat 
Her ears w'th my diſcourſe, it was ſo neat ; 
As it my ready mouth had been the School 

Of language, yetſhe pleas'd to call me Fool; 
Bu: *twas in jelt Pm ſure, or were it not 
'Tis rothing fince my goodneſs has torgot 
My filters weakneſs, and indeed we men 
Muft bear wich Siſters failings, now and then; 
They often trip in zeal, and ſometimes tak C 
A fall, and love it for the Giver's ſake: 

Our greateſt faults they'l pardon for a buſs, 


| Come, we muſt bear with them, they ber with as'; 


But after ſhe had call'd me fool, ſhe checkt 

Her (elf, TI wiſely own'd it withnegleR, 

1 ſpread my cloak upon the ground, and there 
We cooPd our paſſions in the open air : 

Siſter, {aidT, you have been pleas'd to ſpend 
The nawe of Fool upon your faithfull friend, 
It wa® my werth you raſhly did eclips, 

And Fle have fatisfation from thoſe lips 
That gave th* affront,let me no longer ſtay, 


| My fury will admit of no delay. 


Dear Brother, ſhe reply'd, if it be fo 
You muft have ſatisfaftion, take't behow; 
B 4 You 
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You ſoar too high at firſt, I muſt deteſt 

Your lofktyplay, the middle way js beſt ; 

Bur if you are reſolv'd, you ſhall not ſay - 

Pm obſtinate ; for if you will, you may : 

I ſoon return'd her thanks, and with my hand 

I pulF'd her cloſe, and made her underſtand 

What [ had ſeen : But oh how ſhe was pleav'd! 

Ah verily (faid ſhe) the news has ca&d 

My longing heart. But when the King fell down 

Thou wert unwiſe thon hadft not ſnatch'd His 

*Tis rarely ſpoken SiFer, had I had (Crown. 

TheCrows, I ſhould have made a gallant Lag; 

Should I but ſway the Scepter of this Land, 

I'de make my Subjees die at my command ; 

I'de lop the great owe; off, and make the low 

Subordinate to me, Pde make them know 

The reines were mine ; but at the firſt Ide fleal 

Into their hearts, and fool them with my zeal. 

I would declare unto the world, and take 

An Oath, I ated for Religzons ſake 2 

I'de fill them full of zovelties, and then 

Fifter thou knowſtthe common ſort of Mex 

(Like nlies) will buz about my new»made light ; | 

I'de call them Bohes of grate, and make them fight | 

With Cerberus himſel! in my defence, | BD 

My Soul now tells me*ris a rare pretence : 

I'de hire ſome baubling Preachers to infuſe 

Divifon; and to flatter them with news, 4 | 
/ 5 e 
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de plump their ſouls with promiſes, that they 

Should never fail to.ſweer, what ſhould I ſav; 

'de make my Preachers urg: them all to joyn 

And fight for God; then will their Plate be mine : 

This is an artthat lies above the reach 

Of every braiz : Vde ſuffer all to Preach 

And ſow ſediticn, every one ſhould te 

At lealt a Saint, and preach upon a Tree: 

And if my great occafions ſhould require 

Large ſummes of money, then would 1 inſpire 

A Publique faith ; and if ic would not rife 

That way; Pde makethe bellows of Exciſe 

To puffe it up; this is a cl:anly way 

To {weep up money, Sculdiers mu} have pay. 

Siſter, thou knowſt *tis no diſpracing ſtealth 

To make Religion rob the Common- wealth : 

What though Malignants rail at our defignes, 

Wecan extra& our livir gs from their fines - 

I've ſpoke enough, now Siſter Ple divorce | 

My nimble tongue from this profound diſcourſe : 

Now give me leave to dedicate my heart 

Tothee ( myPatronefſe ) beſorel parc. 

Brother, alas! Tam a harwlefſe-maid © 

And we you know are eaſily -etray'd ' 

By mens deluſion : If your love be true, 

| The zeal of myaffe&ions light on'you; - 

You know we ought to love, and none can be © 

Morc honeſt in their harmlefſc loves than wey R | 
; Or. - 
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For we may love each other in the ſpirit, 

And pray and preach together, and inherit 

Our own defires, whilit others ſend their cries 

To their belove:is, and yet looſe the prize. 

Sifter thou hafi exadQly ſatis 

My large defires : may happineſs bety'd 

The thriving ſpirit, eru'y*cisa pain 

Topart, but that | hope to meet again : 

T ondon (th t neſt of worth) that yielding place, 

I am refolv'd to view, within the ſpace 

Of forty hours, where I intend to ſpare 

And ſee {ome bretbren I have there, 

It is a goodly place as fame relates. 

For there the Siſters live, and all the States ; 

Truly tare very godly and pretend 

Tuſt like our ſelves, to be a ſaithtull friend 

To King, and Monarchie, when as Alas-»- 

Andthenl wak'd, and let the othcr paſs 

LInutter*d, but indeed I doe confeſs 

I wiſh that I had heard a great deal lefs, 

And yet (to ſpeak the truth) I wasperplext, 

Becauſe I could not hear what followed next. 
This was a midnights dream, I was in pain 

Till night had JulI'd me in her arms again, 

And for the ſpace of half a tedious houre 

I was difturb'd, till ſleep had gain'd ſome power 

Over my ſlumb'cing ſenſes, but at lJaft 


Cal'd to the bar of ſep, Ithere was caſt : 
: I had 
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] had not long in peaccfull pleaſurc ſlumber'd, 
Be'ore an interpolicg dream Incumber'd 

My quiet fancy, ſudcenly oy car 

Was fi]Pd with ſuch a noiſe , as none could hear 
Withour much fear, as if th incurved back 

Of burttWacd Atlas had begun io cracks 
Methoughts 1 ſaw the Heav'n: how they begun 
(Azit th'ad icorn'd the glory of the Sun) 

To frovnuvpn the earth, which ſfeew's toflame, 
Like ſal: ku ous Etac,from whole bowe's came 
WhoſcRegiments of (pirits whic.. Ciſturb'd 

The air, who'e fu: y hate; tr, be curb'd; ; 
Methoughts they were ambitious to expell 

Son e Poeteniate and wake his ſeat their Hell - 
Methoughts zt laſt (I ſlur LUring) ſeem'd to hear 
A lingle voice that whiiper'd in n y car, 

Yet thu cer's in my heart which made me grone 
Ati every word; «expreſt in fuch a tone 

V\ hich would w'th g: cat facil.ty h:ve tarn'd 

A Tyrar.ts teart, or elſe con{un!'d and bury'd 
His breaſt to aſhes, and if language could 
Move pity in a flinty ſoul, this would, 

He bolted foi th his griets like claps of thunder, 
As if each word ſhould cleave a heart in ſunder; 
His v. ice being guardcd with a pleaſing force, 

I ſacrific'd my ears 10 his diſcourſe ; 

Methoughts my ſoul, my very ears were bleſt 
Jn giving audience, hilt he thug expreſt.. 

; F Oh 
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Oh Heaven ! oh Earth! how can they chuſe but 
To ſee them make a foot=ballofa Crown? (frown 
How Jong ſhall Ibe made an aym'd at mark 

Of pointed envi? ? ſhall they make me dark 
That I made light ? and ſhall chat light devoure 
The former principle? Unhappy howre 

When my abufed willingnefſe was made 

A Stalk-horſe unto thoſe, who have betray'd 

An Iſland unto tyranny; whoſe Lawes 

Opprefle true Subjeas,and make me the Cauſe: 
Malicious age, and will their fury have 

My end, untill it ſend me to my grave? 

A grave moft peacefull Place, for I'me fure 
There's no Rebellion; there I'le reft ſecure 

Where neither grief, nor care, ſhall date torment 
My ſublime ſoule, there, there lies true content. 
There there's the death of forrow, and the life 

Of Peace, and there's a period to all ſtrife. (trie 
There's none can mock my woes, there's none can 


ſ' A King, nor make a Garriſon, but I, 


And what I ſpake, my foule proteſts is true, 

I am no ſlaveto death but unto you 

My ſoul's my Gods, and Tyrants doe your worſt 
- Fob's ſoul was free, when's body was accurF7, 

But you bloud-thirſly Zelots, learn toknow 

You never can riſe high , if I fall bw. 

I fear no threats, let rorments all conjoyne 

Themſelves, at laſt ye'l find them yours, not mine. 
Ns What 
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What though I ſuffer here, my fuferings ſhall 
Advice my ſoul ; May they not make you fall? 
Let out my life . goe makea fireaming floyd, 
And bath your ſelves in my diffuſed bloxd, 

Let looſe your furies, give your paſſions breath, 
And let them bait my body unto death, 

I am refolv'd, my heart ſhall flie above 

The reach of fear, and view the God of love; 
Conficer well, what glory can accrew 

From my deſtruQion, to ſuch ſoulcs as you; - 
Bc not too raſh, but know a cauſe that's dy'd 
In guiltleſſe bloud cannot be juſtifi'd, 

A proſperous vice ſhallnever claime & right 
To perpetuity,cwill but in: right 

A totall ruine, "tis a greater Fame 

To die with virtue, than to live with ſovame. 
You ſeek for truth, and yet you goethe way 
To make the field of truth a Golgatha; 

There is a great antipathy between 

FaJion and Peace, and yet my eyes have ſeen 
How you (whofe reſtleſs ſpirits, till increaſe 
With Fa#on) ſeem to fiuddy for a Peace ; 
Doc not iniſtake, for they that will compoſe 
A difference muſt never doe't by blowes. 

The worſt of Apprehenſions may deſcric 
You nouriſh Spiders, and deftroy the Flie. 
Who glories in a crime will in conclufion -- 


Receive a carſe, and with that curſe confuſion: 
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I long to be reſulv'd,pray tell me why 

Ye thin ye cannot /7v2, except [ die ? 

Your thoughts are vaio, 'twill be a tainted 5reath, 
That has it's derivation from my 4:ath. 


 AmlI a Bafilish? and can my eyes 


Devour you? for you know iny boty !ies 
SubjeT to be deftroy'd,not to deſtroy 

(By taking up ©t a' ms) your Kingly joy : 

But you ſuppoſe, it | ſhoald Jong turv.ve, 

I would become lavorions, and contrive 
Some new deſigns, and with my vumerons f:rces, 
Divert the ſtream of your unlawſul/ c:nrje; ; 
Make reaſon your companions, walk a while, 
Conſult together. ſ{irife no! Ore the File 
When as the gap lies open, they're unwiſe 

That will Cwhtn they forelce a harin) de'Þiſe 
Preventing means; for if you take this /ife 
From my enjoyment. ye'l beget a ſtrife 

That will nat end, and when that ftrife is b c1; 


Then will my wrongs ſurvive, though | am dead, 


And you that caus'd my guiltleſſe beart to bleed 
Will find anotber to reven-e the deed; 
Ask Heav'ns forgiveneſſe, for ye cannot crave 
Leaveto abſcond your crimes within my Grave, 
Be well affur'd, that ev'ry drop which parts 
Our of my veins, ſhall cleave unto your hearts, 
Like tangling bird-lme, which will hold vou faft, 
And vexgeance too, ſhall find you out at laſt. 
Heav'ns 
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Heav'ns all ſurveying eye muſt needs obſerve 
Your late unpoliſh'd ations, w:ich deſerve 
As many torments as th* inraged hand 
Of veng ance can impoſe,or Heav?n commanJ, 
Did I nor labour with a ſerious breit 

Durir g the Treaty, to r:Rore ſome reſt 

To this diftempe:”*d Kingdome? But the gales 

Of Malice were oppugnant to my fails; 

My heart was loa:ted with the large «ncreafe 

Of hopefull choughts,my ſoul was fil'd with peace: 
Bur at the laſt my hopes prov'd uſel-1s droſs; 

And then ] loft a Crows, and found a Croſſez -- 
Hcavn hear my wilh, oh grant I may commence 
A Dofor inthe art of Patience ! 

It matters not how poor ny Perſon be, 

It at the laſt I may be crown'd with thee, ., 
Thou knowſt the ſecret corners of my heart 
Which is at thy diſpoſing, for thou art 

The King of Kings, and unto thee Ple pay 

The tribute of my ſoul both night, and day. 

I am thy Sutjef, give me grace to ſtand 

Firmly obedient to thy juſt command. 

When for my ſins | ſhall receive thy blows, 

Oh give me power to ſuffer, not oppoſe ! 

Pardon my Enemies which have been ftron g, 

And alwayes ſtudious how to downe wrong - 
And though they've vented that Which is untrue, 
Father forgive, they know not what they do. 

They 
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They hate theirKing,and arenot pleas'd with any» 
O grant, good God, they may not find too many! 
The chiefeſt of their work is to devoure; 
( Stones have uſurpt their hearts, as they my powre: 
Againſt the ſound of Peace, their eares, are bar'd 
Oh never ſure, was Pharaohs heait ſo hard. 
They diſreſpeR their King; it was not ſo 
With Shadrach, Meſpach, and Abegnego ; 
Their tongues have vilif'd me oftentimes , 
Theſe three were never guilty of ſuch Crimes; 
Their bearts had vow'd obedienceto their King, 
And never try'd by force of Armes to bring 
Their own Defigres to paſſe; but their ſubmiſſion 
Sent comfort to their ſouls, and much contrition 
To bim, whoſe more then ſeven times heated breſt 
DiJ4 ſoon regreſt what his hot rage cxpreſt. 
. But well, fince thus ic is, Ple ftrive to ſway 
The Scepter of my miſeries, and lay 
A good foundation that myFoes may build 
Their torments on my breft, 1x hich ſhall be fill'd 
With crue content, ic iabour to ſupport , 
Bat yct muſt yceld, when death ſhal ſtorm the fort: 
I cannot ſtart at death, I know it brings 
A finis tomy ancient griefs, and fings 
Anthems of Peace : how happy's he that can 
Flie to his God, and ſcorne the rage of May: 
-Thunger ye Sons of tyrany, let rage 
Flaſh from your ſulph'rous ſoxls, trive to ingage | 
« 
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The flames bf Etna too, and let them daſh - 
Againft my breaſt; Vle own them as a flaſh, 
Flacter your ſouls, prepare your haxds to do 
A d-ed that he:v*n will not adviſe you to. 
I pity you, my heart cannot forbear | 
Toſigh ; and Nature too commands a tear 3 
Oh that my head (like to a Fountain) could 
Furniſh my eyes with ters, oh then I would 
Begin the morning: and conclude the day (way; 
With Drops, and waſh the black-browd'd night a» 
Oh I:e my language whet your dull belief, 
'Tw2:s you tht filld my flowing heart with gricf, 
And now my Torments more and more excell, 
Herv*n grant me breath enough to bid FarewelL 
Farew- Il iad world, th:tlike a bolt of thunder 
Hath more than cleft my rezving heart in (under. 
Death's nothing like the ſorrow which I find 
Raſing a towre of woe within my mind. 

T hou partner of my ſoul, huw canT die, 
And leave thee here to weep a Lullaby 
To my indu}gent babes, how can it be, 
That I muſt Jeave fo dear # Spouſe as thee. 
Poor hearts, If I muſt go and leave you all 
Confus'd together in the common bel! 
Of this inraged world, what will ye do 
But mourn for me, as | have mourn'd for you ? | 
Oh where will you retire your ſelves, .and ſpend 
Your groaving bours, _ regarding Pun F 

Hl 
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Will give a minutes audience, orrelieve 
Your pining wants, or moaz to. hear you grieve ? 
What Nation will regard, or entertain 

(A royall) though a miſerable train; 

This is a ſorrow that divides my breſt ; 

This is a prief that cannut be expreſt 

Without a fra&ur'd beart, this is a wound 
That makes confuſion aRive to confound. 

Were it a poflibility to have 

Ten thouſand Lions lodg'd wi: hin this Cave, 
(This trunk of mine) they could not more tor- 
My heart than this unbounded diſcontent 3 (ment 
Should sll the Tyrants in the worl:i conntrive 

A way to make a dying ſoul ſurvive 

With living pin, they never could excecd 

The {yrants of theſe Trmes in tuch a deel ; 

I have been Jong impriſon'd ; and at laft 

Call'd to the bar ; howſuon 1 may be caſt 

Heav'n knows, not I, for they thit were ſo bold 
To bring we thither, will, if nor controllÞ'd, 
Force me to death, their very looks declare. 

Their reſolutions, whilft their hearts prepare 

To ſuck my veixs ; Ah thus they have betray'd me: 
And ſmile to ſec how glorious they have made we, 
They ſwelP'd like Mountains, and at lift brovght 
The Mouſe of Reformation ,whoſe worth (forth 
Is ſeatedin all lofty brains, and hurl'd 
Through ev'ry corner of th' inquiring world, 


\ 
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|| And'fend me whither I defire to go. 
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But why ſhould Tinfift upon your Crimes z 
May Heavn forgive you, and fend better times 
I know my dayes are ſhort, *cis therefore meet 
To leave this Crown, and buy a windingeſheet : 
Be gone te:reſtriall pleaſures, ſor ye are 
Bur Gaolers to your Keepers, and inſfnare _ 
Your fond believers, go, my bea't's notombe 
To give you burial, ſeck ſome other room ; 
Fly then my /oul, but ſtay, what baxdis this 
That ſeems to hold me from my long'd for bliſſe ; 
More ſorcows yet, will not th' Almighty pleate 
T* afford my ſoul on earth a minutes caſe, 
Oh thou thac mak'ſt my harveſt full of pairs, 
Grant that my working ſoul may reap the gains 5 
Griei's 'grown a Politician, and ic keeps 
A ſtrong reſerve; what eye is th's that weeps 
Theſe briny tears into my fluent beart, © 
As if thoſe floods ſhould drown me ere I part; 
What voice is this I ſeem to hear 2 whar tones 
Are theſe thit laviſh out'themſelves ingreans ? 
What ails my thoughts? what near related breath 
Is this that ſeems to breath a ſudden death 
Irto my panting breaſt ? methinks I bear 
A female voice cry, muſt I Janguiſh here ? | 
Hard-hearted death, why art thou thas unkind ! 
To take him hence, and leave me here behind 
Te weep hiv obſequies, draw up thy boye, 
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Shoot,ſhoot,oh death,thou ſhalt not be withſtood, 

Come, dip thy arrows in my crimſon blood, 

| Fear not, Tet fly, and let thy rovers hide 

| Their rwi-fork'd beads within my wounded fide: 
Oh Heav'a, fince thou wert ple:s'd to joyn our 

And hearts together,let thy ſtri& comands (hands 

U: &: death to ftrike us botb, that we may fly, 

And dedica'e our ſeuls Ceternity ; | 

Alafſe what joy, what comfort can accrue 

To me,wher be ſhall bid this world aduc, 

Iliv'd wi:hin his bearr. but ab, if he 

Shall quit this earth, what life remains in me. 

Alafſe :ad beart, what canſt thou do bur pine; 

Never could grief be p.rralcl'd with mine; 

T am the {ca of grief, all t:cams do tend 

Towards me, for ah my ſorrows know no end; 

The ſturdy winds of careand trouble blows 

Into my ſoul, my Oceaz alwayes flows, 

And never ebbes, oh miſerable age; 

How am I madea ſubje to their rage, 

Whoſe par-boil'd ſons obſerve no other diet 

But Blood; and ſeem to reſt in our diſquict : 

You all exceeding Tyrants. If ye thirſt 

For royall blood, be pleay'd to take mine firſt. 

Mines but a draught, ye'le quickly (will it up, 


Alas it will not yield cach ſoul a ſupp ; 

You are the fountains from whoſe breſts do ſpring 
The ſtrcams of Murder, and your ſouls _ log 

ED othin 


od, 


de: 
Jur 
nds 


[ng 


A Dream. 2T 


Nothing but bloody notes; you can contra&t 


The body of all miſchief, and enat 

What pleaſes you ; but will you ſubjugate 

Your legall Xing, whoſe patience is your hate 

But if you ſeek his fatall overthrow, 

Yele murder more than thouſands at one blow; 

Bute why do I thus laviſh breath in vain, 

On thoſe whoſe ſury hath no ears ; refrain 

My trembling tongue ; Tyr ants Ie leave you here, 
And turn my thoughts to Charls, whoſe lif's as 
To me, as death is cheap to you ; Alafſe (dear 
My heart is full, I cannot let thee paſſe 

Without a ſigh, nor can my eyes torbear 

To waſh thy ſad remembrance with a tear ; 

Has Heav'n decreed it? muſt we be divided, 

Dear King z ard muft our ſorrows be derided? 
Thou great Recorder'of my thoughts, to thee 

I will refign; command, and I will be 

A ſubje& to thy will ; Oh let me have 

Thy gracious pardon, then a ipeedy grave, 

For ah what comfort can my waſting breaſt 

Hope to receive,when I am difpoſſeſt 

Of ſach a Foy, alas where ſhall ſcat 

My heart; tears are my drink. and ſighs my meat ; 
Theſe pallid lips of mine ſhall never dare ' 

To own a ſmile, Vic live with grief aud care, 


1 Except my God will pleaſe to take me hence, 


And makehis glorious Kingdome my defence ; 
C 3 _ M 
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Was it,vot grief enoughto be abfented 
Five zears 'rom him, whoſe abſence was lamented 
Wich call drops, yet the: 1 could obtain 
Sowe hopesto ſee him in his throne again. 

But hark! me thinks my Fancy ſe:msto hear 
An air of. comfort breathing in my ear, 
It is the voice of Charis, whoſe pleaſing breath 
Seems to advaiice me from the ſhades of death : 
M:thinks I hear his language which diftills 
Our :rom the Limbeck of his ſoul, and fills 
My pining heart with a triumphing joy, 
His voice revives me, but his words ceſtroy, 
He thus proceeds ; ——oh thou that art the vine 
Whict twiſts. about this twining heart of mine, 
App: oach my preſence, and I will declare 
How great my:ſuffjrings, and my comforts are : 

FirftI was t:{t; and banded to and fro 
From places place, permitted not to go 
VVithout a gyard, a guard that 4id pretend 
Rather to a&t.a murder, thanBlefend : 
Then was] hurried tothat fatall place 
Of Loxdmm,where 1 know I myſtfunciſe 
My willing ſoul, which (hall rejoyce when they 
'Th:t are my: Fadges ſhal! preſume to lay 
Their accuſations on me, andfdeclare. 
My new-coyn'd faults withtheir pretended care, 
And to advance theirp/as, they fitſt inferre 
Jam a Tyraut, and a Murderer, 
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Nay,and a Traytor too ; if ſo it be 

That I'm a Tyrant, where's my Tyranny ? | 

Or if a Murderer, [here require (fire. 

To know whoſe blood it was that quench'd my 

Suppoſe(bur Heav'n forbid)ic ſhould be true, 

It ws «gain my God | fin+1'd not you, 

Oh what an aze is this, where ſeeming Reaſon 

Pretends co make me Traytor without Treaſoz : 

Death, come, a'+d welcome to my beart, I know 

That my Regec1,er lives, and that I ow 

A debt to Nature, which cannot be pay'd 

Till thcſe condemned corps of mine ate lay'd; 

Now grief be gone,and let my comforts take 

Poffefſion of my ſoul, awake, awake 

My (lumbring ſenſes, Ple triumph and fing, 

For I have found, that Death hath [oF her ſting 3 

My foul informs me,thae I muſt lay down 

This Mortel/ for a true imwortel] Crown, 

I'm raviſh'd with delight, methinks Thave 

A Heav'n within my boſome,to inſlave 

The Hel! of torments ; grief muſt ftand aloof, 

Not daring to approach within ::y -oof; 

The pleaſures of this world do feem to run, . 

And fly (like mifts) before the morning Sux, 

They're all but tranfitory,and can lay 

No claim to perpetuity,to dav 

They ſeem like meſſengers of Joy ; tomorrow _ 

They prove ſad wn and proclaim a _ 
4 
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As forthe Joyes of Heavnthey far ſurmount 
My ſculs Arithmetick,l cannot count 
Thoſe numerous delights, which alwayes be 
Attendantsto the ſouls eternitie : 
Thu great Redeemer,to whole ſacred power 
] now addrefſe my ſelf, my long'd for bozr 
Is almoſt come, there's bur a little blaſe 
Remains behind, and yet methioks my dayes 
Scem tedious to my ſoul ; I Jongto.throw 
This burden down, that preſteth me below, 
But ſince thy pleaſure muſt be done, not mine, 
Call when thou pleaſeſt; for my ſon is thine 3 
Fiz not refiſt thy hand, bur kiſs thy rod, 
1 am the Creature,thou my gracious God : 

Come wy indulgent Feyes, and let my breath 
Inhabit in your ears before my death. 
Thou Confort of my heart, why doſt thou w-ſtc 
T hole pearly drops, why do they make ſuch haſt 
To leave the ſweet poſscſions of thy &es, 
V\ hat wilt thou make a watry Sacrifice ? 
Oh do not weep, Heav'n is not pl:as'd to ſee 
Thofe gliding ftreams, which trickle down for 
My tender babes, oh why do you ftand by, . (me; 
And imitate your Mothers ſtormie eye, | | 
Reftrain thoſe tears;for every drop you ſhed 
Falls on my moyſt'ned Beart, and there hath bred 
A trim hIPFd fountain, which at laft will drownd 
My keart, and give your ſelves the greateſt og 
t | - rag ct 
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Let not, oh let not, your ſad eyes expreſs 

So great a ſorrow fur my happinelle z _ 

Che:r up, chear up,dear ſcnls, and learn to keep 

Thoſe tears, or weep, to ſee your Mother weep, 

Weep not for me, I'm going to zeceive 

Alfiing Crown, oh leave (for heav'rs fake)leave 

Thoſe heart-infringing groaxs, why do ye vex 

My Heawv'n deſiring ſoul, and thus perplex 

Your penfive hear:s, forkear, and be appeas'd, 

Be not dijpleaſed with what Heav'n is pleas'd 3 

Oh how can ye expe that hel fulhll 

Your large defires, if thus you thwart his will; | 

Come ſnule upon me, znd that ſmile will give 

My beart a great incourapgement to live, 

Death's but ai ipeedy paſſage from this life 

Unto a better,and conclucdes all trife 

Between this Wor 1d and us, whilſt here we draw 

Corrupted air, we're ſubje& to the law 

Ot grief and care, ' which daily circumvents 

Diſcordious bearts with griping diſcontents. 

Be not dejeRted at my death, but rather 

Rejoyce to think thar beav'z will be your father, 

Comfort your woefull mother that hath been 

A carefull Parent, and my loyall Oucen; , . 

Give her that full Obedience waich is due, 

And heav'n will be affeftionate to you. 

Oh let the fear of God be alwayes plac'd 

Fefore your eyes; Let vertne be imbrac'd ; 
What 
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What ere ye do, be carefull to reſerve 
A ſpotleſſe mind, which will at laſt preſerve 
Your Heav'n-bred ſouls, Jet nor. your furies rape 
Into revexrge,but labour to afſwage 
The flames of anger, let them not aſpire 
Beyond your reach ; Paſiox's the worf? of fire. 
Be not too much addi&ed to the hate 
Of axy, but be wiſely moderate, 
And when your bands begin to undertake 
A conſequentiall work, be ſure Vawake 
Your {lumb'ring reaſons, labour to adviſe 
VVith Heav'n,and he will crown your enterpriſe 
VVith full ſuccefſe; and if your foes ſhould chance 
To gain the day, permit your thoughts to glance 
Upon your private Crimes,and learn to know 
TH' effe& can never abſolutely ſhow 
The juſinefſe of a cauſe, for oftentimes 
Juſt Heav'n is pleas'd to puniſh private Crimes 
VVith publick means; God knows my cauſe was 
And yet he lay'd my Armies in the duſt: (juſt, 
Shall [ repine, becauſe 1 daily ſee 
My foes prevail, and triumph over me, 
No,no, {will nor,they ſhall live to die, 
VVhen {hall dye tol/ive and glorifie 
The Generalt of Heay'n, within whoſe Text 
Ihope to reſt, where Time will ne're be (ſpent. 


But now, ah now, theſe lips muſt bid farewell, '1 


Mcthinks 1 hear (Deaths Ocator) the Bell » 
TTY | Plead 
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Plead for an iſſue, and I muſt not ſtay, 

Death comesin haſt, and I muſt pott away. 
Come then my tende: Babes, and dearcit Spouſe, 

(Thou that wert alwayes conſtant to thy.vows) 

And let theſe ſhort-liv'd arms of mine incloſc 

You all toge:her, &'re | do repoſe 

My earth defatigated limbs; forbear 

To drench my farewell in ſo largea tear ; 

My dear Relations, if my waſting glaſſe 

, Afford no ſand, 1 muſt be gone; Alaſſe 

Tears cannot hold my ſoul, and who may have 

More priviledge to take, than he. that gave; 

My Journie's almoſt ended, and I muſt 

Take up an Ins, and lodge my ſelf in duſt : 

Then ſhine upon me with the beams of mirth, 

That 1 may ſay, 1faw a Heav's on earth, 

A pleaſing ſmile or two will make me know 

Nopain in death, but if in tears you flow, 

Oh then ——- 


—— But know, my gearef, Heav'n will be 
A fitter hnsband for thee far than me, | 
Thou need"it nor frar thy foes contrivirg harms, 
They cannot keep thee from his folding arms; 
As they have done from mine; oh may we meet. 
- | 1dare not ſay,within a winding-ſpeet; | 
' For lam ſure thoſe weeping babes will miſs 
| Th'unwelcome abſence of ſo great a. blsſſe ; 
Io - | Bur 
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But when my hysband,heav'n ſhall pleaſe to bring 
Thy ſoul into his ire, oh then we'l ſin 
Prolonged Aathems, where we ſhzl1l combine 

- Our ſouls together. in a place divine ; Chand 
Till then— oh whs, why does thy trembling 
Freez within minc ? Ah me; why doſt thou ſtand 
And gaze upon me? Are thy veixs afraid 
To entertain thy blood? has grief bctray'd 

Thy fainting heart to death? wilt thou precede 
My reſolutions? give me leave to lead | 
The way to heav'n; Alafſe and wilt thou die 
Becauſe I cannot live ? caſt back thine eye 
Lpon thy Roya!l Tſue, do but ſee 
How faft their ſights do ſail intears to thee, 
Ot: let the fight of them revive thy beart, 
Chear up, and give me courage to depart 3 

For they that die becauſe another dies, 
LIfurp a death, and make themſelves a prize; 
Do not,oh do not thus torment thy ful 
For my departure, if you muſt condole, 
Condole my ftay,my ſoul defires to be 
Diſsoly'd (indulgent God) and reft with thee. 
A bed of Roſes,that's a fading ſweet , 
Oh there's no comfort to a winding ſheet, 
. . A Grave's the beſt of Palaces, for there 

Is neither whining grief, nor pining care - 
Why ſhould we ſcorn this earth that entertains 


Our wearicd bonez,and hides us from our pains : 
| Earth 
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Earth is a place of worth, yet would | have 

Not any dote upon'c,but for a grave : 
Now death march bravely on, and let thy dart 

Sing as it flies unto my obvious heart, | 

What? art thou daunted? doſt thou fear to kill 

Becauſe lam a King? what ? daunted ſtill ? 

Why doſt thou look fo palk?what,art thou charav'd 

By Majeſty : or has thy ſelf difarm'd 

Thy ſelf, or elſe art thou aſham'd to do 

So foul a deed, or wilt thou not imbrew 

Thy ſpaft in Royall blood? Come lay aide 

Thy fear and ſhoot, or elſe my foes will chide : 

But hold a while (nor do Ibid thee ſtay, 

Becauſe my ſoul's defirous of delay) 

Once more thou ſole Commandreſſe of my breft, 

' Draw mear before [ fall into my reg; 

Approach unto me,let theſe lips of mine *, 

Intail a farewell on thoſe cheeks of thine. ' 

Weep pot, but let thy tender knees ſalute 

The ground with minelct's labour to confute 

Our ſorrows with our proy'rs, and recommend 

Our ſouls to heav'n, whoſe glory knows no end; 

Thou great,thon glorious,thou all ruling King, 

Thou rock, thou fouxt ain,thou cternall ſpring 

. OfGrace ; we that are cloathed with the night 

Of x, preſent our ſelves ingo thy ſight, 

And with unfained bearts devoutly pray 

That thou would' ſend thy Sen to chaſe away 
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Oar ſoul-abſconding clo uds,that thou mayſt rake 

A pleaſure to b:hold ns, for his ſake | 

VVebeg this necdſull-gra- e, in whom we know 

Thou art wellpleaſed,and ro whom we ow 

A debt unpayable, oh therefore let 

Thy fatisfying mercy pay our debt ; (tune 

Oh'hear our prayers, which ſtrongly do impor- 

Thy gracious pardon, though it was,our fortune 

To be uufortunate,yet let us be 

Indulgent Fatber,fortunntc with tl ee, 

Forgiveour youthfull (x5 , an:' ſpeak ſome peace 

Unto our ſouls,and as ou: fins encrea(”, 

So let thy mercy,more,and more aborind, 

That-having ft our {ins.thou may'ft be found ; 

Heal our back-ſ{idings,guice us in thy way, 

That ſo our feet may never go tray; 

Oh }leſſe theſe blegings, which thy bleſied band 

Beftow*d-upon we,let chem fill the Land 

VVith good examples,puard them from their ſoes, 

And ſend them patience, wh:n thou ſend'lthem 

Hear me for them,oh God ,and them for me (woes. 

And hear our Saviour for us all, and be 

A father, and a busband to them all, 

And Tet meriſe in mercy when I fall ; 

Strengtheh'their ſouls, ard teach them to renue 

Their patience, when my ſoul ſhall'bid adue 

To this iiifatuited - world, oh let 

Theirbearts ſeclude all grief, for *tis a debt - 
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That muſt be pay'd, let thy eachequer take 

Such j1I-coyn'd treaſure, as my ſoul can make; 

Oh grant (dear Father) this wy great requeſt, 

Then take me when thou pleaſcft to thy reſt : 

So; now my Foyes be chearfull,let's create 

A heav'inly mirth, and let our ſorrews wait 

Upon our pleaſures, let our watchfull eyes, 

Obſerve our Makers great immunities. 

Let's firſt obſerve how his free band provided 

For us, before we were,how he divided 

The water from the land, and made it drie_ 

To entertain our feet, and made the skie 

To give us light, and afterwards he made 

Poor helpleſs Man , that ſadd:nly ketray'd 

Himſelfto raine, and by deviation, 

Abus'd the glory of his free Creation. 

But ſee the bounty of our God above, 

Who quickly turn'd his fury into love, 

And ſend a ſpeedy balſome to make ſound 

The deadly azxguiſh of fo deep a wound; 

And ſhall we be angratefull? Shall we not 

Remember him that never yet forgot 

To pity ws, and ſhall 'w- waſt cur dayes 

In vain contentions, ad not xive him praife  . 

Tht gave us his own Son? whoſe willing breath 

Redeem'd our ſouls from everlaſting death, 

Alaſs how miſerable had we been, ; 

Had his ſpontanious death not ſtept betweeen 
Veng'ance 
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Vengauce,and us, and (hall we then deny 

What he requires, if he command that I 
*Retire unto him,ſhall my ſou! refuſe + 

To run unto him, and imbrace the news, 

Ot no,it muſt not,he's accurſt thac ſhall 

Deſire to tay, if beav'n be pleas?d to call. - 
Death has no ears to hear complaints,'cis vain 

To weep for that which tears cznnor regain : 

You my fad flanders by, when death ſhall ſe 1d 

A Meſſage to my beart, fo:bear to fpend 
Offenſive tears,bur rather joy that 1 

Am gone betorc you to Eternity, 

Where now methinks I ſee you af, and hear 
The lofty Seraphims (alate my ear 

VVith heav'n bred raptures, which does ev'na woe 
My ſoul out of my ears,1 long to goc, 

And fill my felf with melody,and ting 
Perpectuall Hallelujabs to my King. 

So; now my waſting Icmp bcginsto blaſe, 
Come death and put a period to my dayes, 
Let out my life,that I may fly unto 

My &God,and bid this loathed world adicn : 
Adieu vain pleafures of unconſtant earth, 
Adicu falfe Foyes,and world-derived mirth : 
My dear Relations, I muſt now expreſs 

A farewell to you all,and then addreſs 
My ſel/ to beav'z,within whoſe Courts I (hall 

(My foul now tells me ſhortly meet you * - 
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Till then enjoy what Heav'z ſhall pleaſc to give, 

And rather ſtu41y how ro dye than le ; 

Make uſe of tive, and languiſh not in vain 

Thoſe hoxr:,which cacnot be recall d again, 

Comfort each other, and if fortune frown, 

Smile you at fortune, lay your ſorrows down 

Before the face of Hearn, and he'l relieve 

Your pining wants; oh let your hearts noc grieve 

For fo:d and raiment, labour to be true, 

And he :.hat feeds the Ravens will feed yu. 

()h let your morning thoughts be ſure to mount 

To Heav*ns wgh Altar, give him an account 

Ot al: your Actions, they which every day 

Make their accounts toGod prepare a way 

To goto Heavn, but time will give me leave 

Teexprefſe no more, my ſoul begins to cleave 

Unto a bleſt eterzity, my heart 

Declares unto me, , that I muſt depart; 

Time whets hisfithe : oh do not ring my K#e!! 

IWitb ſighs and ſobs, farewell my joyes, farewell. 

So now the Load=ſtone of this world ſhall have 

No art thattra& my joul, I'le not enflave 

My ſelf to earth, ſhall tranſitory toyes ' 

Surrept my ſoul from heav*ns eternall joyes ? 

Oh no, they ſhall not ; now Ple dedicate 

My ſelf to thee (my God)who didfRi create 

Both ſoul and body; thou tha: know'ſt the thonghts 

And hearts of Kings,and numerates their faz!ts 
D Pardors 
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Pardon what [ have Gon. amiſle to tbee, 
Forgive my enemies; Thou know'ſt Pm free 
From what 1 ſ#fer ſor, thou know'ſt my hands 
Are clear from blood, thou know'ſt that my come 
Were not tyranical,thou know'ſt my breſt (mandy 
Was: never ftain'd with Treaſon; My requeſt 
Oh God is this; that thou would'ft make them 
(And timely fcel)what a woſt wilful blow(know 
They've given to their Conſciences; oh turn 
T heir flaming hearts to thee, which daily burn 
Againſt thy ſervants, cauſe them to relent ; 
And let their griefs induce them to repent, 
Be mercifull ro them ax they were cruell . 
To me and mine, oh quench the blazing fuell 
| Of their defires,give them not their deſerts, 
[fl © But waſh my blood from their unfountain'd 
q; And as for we preſented to thy eyes (hearts: 
' Suppos'd (asan atoning Sacrifice) | 
By them whoſe ſev'n years malice have contriv'd 
My downfall when my body is diſliv'd, 
Receive my ſoul into thy glorious Tent, 
And make't a member of thy Parliament ;/ 
Now farewell world,and dirs compoſed Crowns, 
Farewell carchs ſmiles,and fortnnes ſurly frowns, 
Farewell to you that thus my life expel, 
Oh may my farewell, make you al fare well. 
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Reader the ſonnd of death hath made me ftart 

Out of my ſlumbers,and my wak'ned heart 

Trembles within me ; Oh what ſhall we do? 

4; | Oh may I never dream to dream thus true ; 

| But fince *i$ dy, (kind Reader) Ietithy eye 

' Survay the paths of his ſad Elegie, - 

Laviſh not out your tears too faft, but keep | 

A ſtrong reſerve, your eyes muſt bleed or weep, 
Till then adieu, and 'when I meet thee there, 
Reader,aſſure thy ſelf, T'le ſpend a tear, 
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That never tobe ſorgottes 
CHARLES, 
THE FIRST. : 
WW Hat; do I dream, or does my| 
= fancy ſcatter 
Into my various minde a reall matter, | 
Whar ayls my thonght?? what uncorre&ed paſſion 
Isthis,that puts my Sexſesout of faſhion? 
Where am 1 hurried ? what ſanguinious place 
Is chis1 breath in, garniſh'd with diſgrace; _ 
Why ; What's the rcaſon that my eyes behold 
Theſc waves of blood? does the red ſea infold 
My ſhivering body, oh what ſtormy weather 
— Wasthat which violently toft me hichec ; 
Where am I now ? what rubicundus light 
Is this ? thatbloodics my amazed fight ? 
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What Reformation's this that'snewly bred, 
And turns-my white into ſo deep a Red. 
Awake my fancy, come, delude no more, 
Say, are my feet upon the Engliſh ſhore ? 
Sure not; theſe are uſurping thoughts chat reign 
Within the Kingdome ofa troubled brain : 
Ifthis be England, oh what alteration 
Is lately bred within fo bleft a Nation ; 
My ſoul is now affured; forl ſee 
Thoſe lofty ſtruRtures where mild Majeſty 
Did once recide; abounding with a flood (blood. 
That ſwells(and almoft moats them round) with 
England, fad objeR, that wer'e lately crown'd 
With a moft gloriousPrixce;how art thou drownd 
In Royall blood ? was not thy maſter-vein 
Open'd of late, ah who can ftop't again ? 
Look round abont thee, and thou ſhalt deſcry 
How ev'ry face imports an Elegy. 
Review thy (elf, ſec how thou art ingrain'd 
With guilltlefſe blood ? was ever Land ſo ſtain'd ? 


Needs muſt your hearts expe a cloudy zight 


Now Sol is ſet, and Cynthia wants her light ; 
And doſt thou think, O England to immuse 
Thy ſelf in blood, and alwayes reſt ſecure ? 


Ohno affure thy ſelf there is a hand, 


That rules above, which will corre& thy Lend: * 
Be well advis'd, oh Nation, learn to know, 
That language cannot —_—_— blood ſhall —_ . 
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All bearts;all eyes,all bands,all tongues, all Quills 
Will think, will weep, will write, & /pcek their wills, 
Vle not invoke, this ſubje& will invite 
Th' obdureſt hearts,and teachthat pen to write, 
Which never ftam'da Letter, and infuſe 
The ſeed of life into a barren Muſe : 
Thou Great #niirid{Ger, teach me to diftill 
An Eagles verxves with an Eagles quill : 
Rais'd by a fall,my Muſe begins to fing 
The melancholly farcwells of a King. 

And is he gone, did not the dolefull Bells 
Diffolve, when as they told his ſad Farewells. 
Tt he be gone? what language can there be. 
Remaining inthis land, except, 4h me. 
Ah me, Alaghow is this reeln unbleft 
In ſuch a jofſe ?-—1 cannot ſpeak the ret : 
My bears is full of arrows ſhot of latc ; 
From the ſtiffe bow of a commanding State. 
Fach wound is mort 2d, yet in fpight of pain, 
Fiepul them out, and ſhoot them back again ; 
And when-my tongue ſhall empry out my beart, 
Let death fas prize mc with a [ingle dart, 
Fle flrive Coutfacc rebellion; and my cyes 
Shall ſcorn-all new invented Tyrenvies. 
Sorrow will not be congue-ry'd,tides muſt run 
Their uſuall coprfes, till cheir ſtrength is done : 
] have a iream of yrief within my breſt, 
| That tumbles up and down,and cannot reſt; . 
5 am 
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Iam refolv'd (let death diſswade) to ſpeak + 
What Reaſon diQates, or my beart native p 
ie mount the tage, let ftanders by behold 
My adions, for my ſorrows muſt be bold: + 
I fear not thoſe, whoſe powers may controll 
The language of my tongue,but not my ſoul ; 
Advance dejeted jouls, hear reaſo call, | 
Let not the truth be paſſive,though we fall. | 
Bluſh not to own thoſetears, which you have ſpent 
In private for a Publick diſcontentz *© | 
Let not your tongues be Pris'ners to your lips, 
When 7ufice calls,oh let not fear eclipſe 
The light of truth, rouſe up your (clves,draw near 
When Juſtice finds a tongue, find you an ear. 

The dya's expir'd, bright So hath drawn his head 

VVithin the curtains of his Tethean bed, 

VVhere ſhall we hide our flumbring ſoul, and lay 

Our wearied limbs,till he renews the day? 

A day ! alas, have not our wretched eyes | 

Seen a great fall, can we expeta Riſe? (powr's 

Should Heav'n (who juſtly may) command his 

Texpell his light, as we have lately ours, 

VVhat ſhould we do?VVhere ſhould we find a ſur 

That have by too much doing quite undone 

Our wilfull ſelves by ſnuffing out that light 

VVhich he inſpir'd, toguard us from the night 

Offad confuſion 3 - m could = ſpoil 

So pure a lamp, and ſouſurp that oi | 
: "Io iD _y VVhich 
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"Which was ordain'dtonouriſh uz? We run 
To light a Candle, and pur ont the Sun; - 
In vain we walte our times, and range avout 
To look for new lights now the old light's out, 
We ſcckiand we may hind; but heav'a knows when 
Old lights were madeby God,and new by men. 
Shake England, for thy Grand Upholder's down, 
Thy feet have latcly ſpurg'd againit thy Crown, 
Thy bands are daub'd with Bod, one ruine calls 

n other to the others fueralls : 
Deſtrufiou thunders, and the earth is hl d 
Wi:h dolefull echoes ; blood thy hath been ſpill'd 
By unjuft bands (like Seas) begin co roar, 
As it ewould take revenge upon the ſhore : 
The whiſtting woods, and their ſubje&ed ſprings 
Sends forth Elegious blaſts, each corner rings 
With unaccuſtom'd ſounds; all things cx; reiſe 
(By their prognofticating looks) unhappinelle ; 
Deploring Philomel does now repeat 
Contriſted notes upon her-Tborny ſeat, 
She has ſorgot thoſe ſweet noEurnall xotes, 
Which lately charm'd all jorrow, now ſhe dotes 
Upon hef,wofull, her prolixed tones, 
And finds no ſweetneſſe in her-bitter groans : 

The Coymons of the air conſpire to throw 
Their $cverqigy down, and will nor fly ſo low 
As formetly;: but afepeſoly'd to be: 
Oppugrant to the Eagles Majeſty, : 
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How prepnaut is Rebellion every where, 

Not onely here on earth, but inthe air.? 
Can thunder roar, aid nct the lofty ſound 
Be heard ? can Cedars fall unto the grqund, 
And not be ſeen? can Mountains ſhi ink away 
Andnot obferv'd ? or can there be a day ; 
Without a S«zx, or can there bea night 
Without ſome darkneſſe? can there be a light 
Pat ont unwanted ? or can murther be 
Committed upon ſacred Majeſty, 
Androt lawented ? ſure no _ heart 
Can be ſo brazen, as nct to impart 
Some ſorrow tothe world for ſuch a loffe, 
I/ hen gold is gone, how nſcleſſe is the droſſe : 


Now mournfu'l Muſes light your Torches all, 


T attend your glory to his Funerall ; 

Shajl your Mecexas dye, and ypu ſtand till, 

An34 not appear upon Parnaſſus hill ? 

Away,away, invoke Apoloes aid, 

Tell him th:t your Mecenas was etray'd 

To an unlawfull death,and you defire 

To ſacrifice a verſe ; Andthenretire : 
Could I tranfl:te my heart into averſe, 

V'de pin it with my ſout upon his berſe., 
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Could 1 command the world , Id'de make it burn 


Like a pure lawp upon his facred Urn :.. 


Could I command all eyes, I'de have chew make! 


(As a memoriall for Great Gharleshis ſake) 
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A ſee of tears that after-ages may : 
Lament to ſec, but not fament to ſay," 

He di'd without a tear ; and it ſhould be 

Call'd the ſalt ſea of lowing Loyalty : (ſpend 
Could I command all hearts, I'de make them 
Some drops of blood upon his tomb, and ſend 
Millions of ſighs to Heav'n,that may expreſfſc 

His death was Englends great unhappineſle ; 
Could I command all tongues, Vde make them run 
Diviſion on his preiſe, till t3me were done ; 
Could I command all haxds, I'de ſtrike them dead, 
Becauſe they ſhould not riſe againſt their heed. 
Could I command all feet, I'de'make them go, 
And givcthe Sox that duty which they owe 

To his deſerts —— 


'Fmina defart, and I know not where (fair 
To guide my fteps, that path which ſeems moit 
Proves moſt pernicious to we,and will lend 


| My feet a good beginning, but no end. (next 


Great Charles, oh happy word, but what's the 
(Bad's tit ap Jication of ſo good a Text) 

Is dead ; moſt killing word ; what is he dead ? 
Nay morc,(if mare may be) he's murthered : 

Ah then my thoughts arg murther'd, my ſad cyes 
Shall never ceaſe to weep his Obſequies - 

Fde turn this place into a bubbling ſpring 

Of briny tears; and then Ple freely bring 
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A Sacrifice to ſorrow, which ſhall be 

Aflaming heart that's crown'd with Loyalty : 
Now could I ſpend an age in thoughts,and tyre 

The night with fphs,methinks I could iofpire 

Sorrow it fclf, and teach it to proclaim 

What ruine waits upon our new-bred flame : 

But *tis in vain, perſwaftons have no power 

On them, whoſe reſolutions can devour 

Both Law and Reaſon, two moſt horrid Crimes 

In theſe pernicious, theſe contentious Times : 

Come then my thoughts,and let us ruminate 

Vpon our ſorrows; oh unhappy Fate, 

Why didft choa ſnuffe out Charles his royall blaze 

In the Aurora of his well-ſpeat dayes ? 

But *cis in vaip to blame thee, for thy hand 

Cannot refrain to ftrike, if God command ; 

Heavn ſaw he was too good to be enjoy'd 

By us ; but not too geo/to be defiroy'd 

Forhis own glory; Let's rejoice, We had 

So good a King ; but grieve, to think how bad 

We us'd his goodxeſſe; We way jultly ſay, 

He gave in mercy what he took away 

In JFudgement,for his own commands appointed 

We ſhould not touch{much more ſlay )his anointed, 

And yet we have (as if our hearts had fworn - 

To contradit his will ) abuyg'd and torn 

His own Vicepgerent, to whoſe thr iving band 

He gave the Scepter of a glorious Laud : R 

ut 
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But now (unhappy L1nd) thy glorie's fled, 
Thy Crown is fallen, and thy Charles is dead ; 

Go then,deplore thy ſelf, whilſt others fing 
Theliving vertyes of thy martyr'd King z 

His glory ſhall ſurvive with Fame, when they 
Shall 1ye forgotten in a heap of Clay 

That were the Autbours of his death, their bones 
Shall turn to eſpes, as theic hearts are ſtones : 

But did my toxgue exprefſe that they ſhould be 
Forgot; oh no. their long liv'd Tyranny 

Shall be perp-ruall, hark, misfortune fings 

The worſt of Tyrants kilfd the beſt of Kings. 

He was the beſt ; what impious tongue ſhall dare 

. Tocontradi& my language, or impare 

His living worth, and they that go about 

To blaſt his Fame, oh may their tongues drop out. 
Pardon oh Heav'n, if paſſion make me break 

Into extreams, who can forbear to ſpeak 

In ſuch a: Jawfoll cauſe? may we not claim 

A priviledpge co'fpeak in Charles hisname. 

Is any timerous ? then let them keep 

Their language, and reſerve themſelves to weep : 
fs any joyfull ? let them keep their mirth 

To pleaſe the Tyrants of this groaning earth, 

Is any forrMet them keep their grief 

Till beav'nſhall pleaſe to ſend their ſouls relief; 
Didever 7rd find fo great a bofſe ? | 
Was ever Nation crownd with ſuch a croſſe ? 
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Could ever Kingdome boaſt they had a Prince 
That could be more laborious to convince 
The errours of bis [times , or contradi& 
The diQates of his rage, or be more ftcit 
In bis Devotions, nere did Prince inherit 
So rich a Crown,with ſo inrich'd a ſpirit. 
He was the beſt of conguerours ; he made =» 
 Conqueſtts of hearts; although he was betray'd 
By ſome inferiour ſpirits which he found 
Had lately ftarted from the lowly ground, 
And were not worth a conqueſt ; yet he gave 
Them more reſpe&:,than their deſerts could crave» 
None could obſerve during the time he ſtood 
Beforc his Pilates, that his Royall blood 
Mov'd into fury, bur his beart was prone 
To hear their ſpeeches, and retort his own; 
But when they found his language did increaſe 
With ſenſe,he was defir'd to hold his peace: 
And fomerclated that their furies bred, 
Becauſe his bat inclos'd his Royall bead. | 
Good God what times are theſe, when Subjes dare 
Prefume to make their Soveraign ſtaud bare ; (place 
- And whenthey ſent him from theic new made 
Of Fuftice, baſcly {pit upon his face, © Rk 
But he, whoſe patience could admit nodate, 
Conquer'd their envies, and ſubdu'd their bate, 
Ah who could blame our Soveraign ta decline 
Their pes, and f-y, was ever grief like mine > 
| r 
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Firſt when his feet approach'd into the Hall,” 

The ill can'd tongues of Sycopbants would call 
Aloud for Faſtice, though they never knew 
What Fuſtice was , yet.ftill they would renew 
Their moſt confouriding, and diſcordious notes, 

And baul for Fxftice with their ſſuce-Iike throats 
Bur he that Lamb of Patience, never vented 

A word of anger,but with ſpeed prevented 

Their louder crzes, and with a vieafing breath 
Reply'd ; if Fuſtice can be gain'd by death, 

Ye ſhall not want itz onely be conntent, 

Ye may 48 ſoon endeavour to repent, 

As now ye do to ſpill my blood; adviſe, 

Your ſouls will ſuff r for your forward cryes ; 
Having thws ſpoke immediately he ftept 
Unto tht barre, where for a time he kept 
Himfelfin ferice, like a ſan he ſhin'd 
Amongſt thoſe gloomy clouds which had combin'd 
T hemſfeles together, plotting to diſgrace 
His orient hiftre,and impal'd his face ; 
Ahd with a thutidring voice, they firft ſalute 
His ears with Tyrant, Traytor,and imputc 
Murder unto him, with a pleafing ſmile 
He look'd upon them, and a little while 
He madeapayſe; but by and by, he broke 
His filent tips, and moderately ſpoke 
To thiseffe#, way I defire to know 
Fcormh Witnce this great azthority doth flow Ts 
Ke at 
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That yon pretend to aQ by? if itbe 
Derivative; I ſhall defire to ſee, 
And know from whom, till then I ſhall deny 
To give my tongue a licence to reply: 
You are our Pris ner Sir, you oughr not to 
Demand what your o__ ted Fudges do, 
For our Authority, *tis known at large 
Unto our ſeives ; pray anſwer to your Chargh, 
Or elſe we ſhall proceed. I thought CVave ſcen 
My Lords and Peers together, thar had beca 
| A means to make my fading bopes renew, 
For moſt of them I know, bur none of you. 
As for wy Cbarge,I own itas a thing .. 
Of ſmall concernment, asIama King | 
You cannot try me, what your new made Laws - 
May do I knownot, have a care and pauſe 
Before you at in blood, ſtrive to convince © 
Your ſtubborn bearts,and know I am your Princg- 
Yare but abortive Judges, have a care, | 
Ye may be tangled in your own made ſnare 2. 
Proceed; ye can but throw me to the earthz; - 
They which parturiate needs muſt own thabirth, ' - 
God knows my heart, tis not my life,that 1. 
Account of, but my SubjcQs}Liberty, 
That's all that1 defire ;-——Sir now we 
A little interrupt you, 'tis unjuſt _:. -- 
A Pris ner (as you are) ſhouſd be allow'd 
So great a priviledge ; yave diſavow'd- FS 


Anddwell upon the mountains of that crimr, 
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Oc known Authcrity, ati4 make a ſpo:t 
Of reall Fuſtice, andaffcont the Court ; 
Feed not your guilty heart with ſuch del:y, 
VVaſte no more time,for 7ufice will no: ftay ? 
Pray give'me leave to ſpeak Great Charles reply'4 
You ought not Sir to ſpeak, w're fatisfi'4 
Already of 'your gyi!t, you muſt prepere 
To hear your Sentence, and you mit forbear 
Your vain and wzak diſc urſes : 1s it fo, 
He then reply'd; that I am forc'd to go 
Away unheard; Alas, *tis not the voice 
Of death can daunt my breaſt, ye way rejoyce 
At my deſtruJion, though you have no ear 
Toentertain my languave,be2v'n will hear. 
Take notice people; that your King's deny*d 
To ſpeak : was ever Tuſtice ruld by Pride ? 

us having Iaid the burthen of their pight 
Lipon his head,they ſent him from their ſigh; 
Bur be (that was infpir'd by h{av'n) did (how 
A countenance — import their woe, 
More than a ſorronffor his death,his f-ce | 
VVas dy'd with honour, theirs with foul diſgrace, 
His patience was their paſions,and they found 
His mind a Kingdome where his beart was ccown'd 
VVith conſtant love,oh that I could rehearle 
His living wrtzes with a living verſe : h 
But now my Pen muſt leave bim” fora time, | 
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Which they committed, put a King todeath! 
Oh horrid ao! what vencmous breath | 
Pronounc'd thatfatall Sentence? may it live 
T@-poyſon Scorpions, and nor dare to give 
The leaſt of ſounds to any humane ear;' 

Sure he was deaf himſelf and could not hear 

The cadence of tis language, for the ſound 

Had been ſufficien! to infli& a wound | 
Within his martl: »- art 5 oh ſuch a deed * (Bleed 
Stabs Kingdowes to ihe hearts, and makes them 
Themſelves io death; to loſe ſo good a King 

By ſuch baſe means, will prove a viperous ting 
Tothis deteſted Land ; _— "a 


= —— —[f Kings tranſpreſſe, 
And proveTyrannicall,we muſt addrefle 
Our ſelves to beavn, and by our Prayers defire 
Ttaffiftance of his mercy to infpire 
Our ſouls withtrue obedience, that we may 
Strengthen our ſelves, and paſſively obey 
What afively we cannot ; foc Kings reign 
By God, we therefore ought nut co maintaſn ' 
Our rage againſt them: he that ſhall conrroul, 
The a9:0ons of a King, burthens his ſoul 
With a moſt ponderous crime ; If to ſuppoſe 
But 70 of Kings be fin, oh how have thoſe (made 
Tranſgrefs'd \ hat have' deftroy'd their-King and' * 
Him ſubje& to bad ſubjeFs that betray'd WE + 
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5O An Elegie. 
Their ſouls to Tyranny : Oh Heav'n forgive 
I hat they-bave done, and let their forrows live 
Within their ſouls; oh make them to behold 
Their errors 3 let not Conqueſt make them bold. 
Here ſtop my-Muſe, let's labour to accoft 
Our former glory, Charles, though we have loſt 
His Sacred Perſoz, yet we muſt not loſe 
His happy memory; Ah who cn chuſe 
- But:figh, when as they ſeat bis glorious name 
Within their ſerious thoxghts : it ever Fame 
Recciv'd a Crown ; It was iram him whoſe worth 
My wearicd-Quills too weak to blazon forth ; 
And when the beſt of my endeavour's done, 
I ſhall bac light a Candle to the Sun, 
Yet I will ſpend my Frengtb; a feeble light 
Plac'd by a'greater,makes it ſhine more bright : 
He war('tis not unknown to all the earth) 
A Prince by vertue, and a Prince by birth. 
Jn the Exordium of his reign he ſway'd 
The Scepter of this.Land, (till time betray'd 
Crpid to. Mars) with a Majeſtick brow, 
And made his cheariull ſubjeds hearts to bow 
In bonaur, and it could not be expreſt 
Whetherberuld hiſelf, or ſubjegs beſt ; 
He was a Prince, whoſe life and converſation 
'Impoverih'd vices, and inrich'd his Nation 
With good examples, bonour never found 
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An Elegy. | 5t 
So rare a beart; L:ve reign'd within his eye, 
And there was cloathed with Divinity, 
Vertue,and Majeſty did ſeem to ſtrive | 
Within his Royall breaſt which ſhould ſurvive - 
In greateſt g/ory, but *cwas ſoon decided, 
NY Marth and Ma ry would not be divided, 
No more would they, there was a ſympathy 
Between them both, for if the oe ſhould dye, . 
The other could not live, they were combin'd 
Within his breaff, and could not be disjoyr'd. 
b Oh bappy is that Land, where Vertue ſhall 
Meet Majeſty within a Princes Hall. 

He was a King, not onely over land, 
But over Paſion, for he could command - ;,._ 
His Royall ſelf, and when approaching fronble 
Affail'd his mind, his wiſedome would redouble 
His preſent patience, an he would allow 

The worſt of ſorrows, a contented brow z 

His undivided foul was alwayes free 

To propagate the works of piety; 
| His heart was ſtill attrated to good motions, 

By the true loadftoxe of his firm devorions, 

He alwayes ſtudied how to recompence 

Good deeds With full rewards : as for offence 
He ſooner woul-| forgive it, than impoſe 
Apuniſhment ; his meckneſſe made his foes 

Grow ſupercil:ous, and at laft, they made 

A private ſnare, and —_— betray'd 
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The Lord of Englauds life, whoſe free conſent 

Granted them a triennial Parliament 

| To falve the Kingdome: grievances, but they 

Took not the grievances, but Him away ; 

It coul4 not be diſtinguiſh'd which did -ceiga 

Mars or Apollo moft within his brain : 

He wasa Ceſar, and the equall Fur? 

Of Jar and Wiſdome dwelt upon bis Name ; 

As for his Martiall parts, Edge hill will bear 

An everlaſting record, how his care 

And reſolution did mairtain that fight, 

Till day ſubmitted to th'incroaching zight ; 

Although heavins General! was pleaz'd to ring 

Such ſmall conditions to fograt a King ; 

We muft not judpe, that*tis ſucceſſe that can 

Procurethe title of a Valiant man, 

For that will but inftcu& him how to fly 

Upon the wings of popularity, 

As for his Theologick parts Imay 

Without preſumption abſolutely ſay, 

He was aſicond David, and could raiſe 

A'loſty ſtrain to fing his Makers praiſe; 

Read but his Meditations, and you'ld fnd Pc 

His breaſt retain'd a heav'n enamel'd mizd : 

' Now Reader, cloſe thine eyes, and do not real 

My following lines, except thy heart can b'ced, 

And thou not dye ; ah here's a mourofull Text, 

Imporcs a death, ſuppoſe what follows next, « 
naſal: 
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And "tis enough ; oh that 1 coud inproſſe 
The lang wage of the worldt'xpielle this lofſe, (fall, 
B:eik bearts, weep eyes, lament your Soveraigng 
| And let him ſwim unto his funerall | 
In SujeRs tears; ch had you cen his feet 
Mounted the ſtage of b[ood,and run to mers 
The fury of his foes, and how his breath 
Proglaim'd a correſpoydency with death 
Oh then thy diving heart muſt needs have found 
The depth of ſorrow, and receiv'd a wou 1d, 
That Time could not recur ce, oh ſuch a light 
Had been ſufhcient to have made a zight 
Within this lictle world, hagſt thou but ſeen 
What ſoul-defending patience ſtood between 
Paſica and him: with wht a plcaling grace, 
(45 if that death bad bluſh d within bis face) 
He look'd upon his people which ſurrounded (ed 
Hi m.ourning Scaffald, whilſt his thoughts abound» 
With heav'nly raprures, his Angelick voice 
Taught Fey to weep, and ſorrow to rejoice; 
Tears blinded many, that they could not ſee 
So bloody, fo abhor'd a Tragedie. | 
He look'd, as if he rather came to view 
$ Subjefis, than to bid them all adieu; 
ear had no habitation in his breaſt, 
\nd what he foke was readily cxpreft; 
Heav'ns ſacred Orater divinely tipp'd | 
odifis tongue with _"_ laxguages,and dipp'd 
| 3 
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His ſoul inloves ſweet fountain, ſo that al 

That lovd, admir'd and priev'd to lee him fall; 
Whilſt he (ſubmitting Prince) devoutly pray'd 
That beav'n would pardon thoſe that had beiray'd 
His body to the grave; as from his ſoul 

He had forgave them all, and didcondcle 

Their fad conditions, having ſpent his breath, 
He yielded (like a lamb) unto his death, 

Much more he uttcr'd, but my burthen'd Duill 
'Recoyls, and will not proſecute my will; 

My Pen and I muft new abruptly part. 

Pardon (0 reader) for love binds my heart 
With chains of ſorrow, let me crave what | 
Shall want in language, that thou wilt ſupply 

In med:tation; but before] les | 

My quill deſert my band, I'le make it ſet 

This Tragi comick period to my fory, 

\ Charlesliv'd in trouble, audbe dy'din glory. 


FINTIS: 
Habbakuk cap. 1. verſe13. 


Th:u art of purer eyes (oh Gcd) than to beboldevil, 
arid canſt not lookon iniquity: Wherefore bokef 
thou upon them that deal treacheroufly,and boldeft thy 
tongue when the wicked devoureth the man that 
p191e 11ghteous than they? ay 
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Upon 


C agines have kilPd their Abel,laid 

H im underneath, whom they betray'd 

A nd forc'd to death;(Kind Reader) know 
K eligion was his overthrow. 

L ament, lament, this fatal! lolle, 

E ngland never had a Croſſe 

$ o great as this; let cvery eye 


K cep tears to weep his Eleyje. ; 
1 may preſuine to ſay a Tombe 

N ever had a richer wombe. 

G onot cill your ſorrows have 


0 ffer'd tears unto his grave z 

F ail not to ſpend ſome reall groanz, 

E xcept your bearts are turn'd to foxes. 
N ow methinks his aſhes crycs 

G wiltlefſe bloods a Sacrifice, 

L ondox lately loſt her heart, 

A nd is fick in every part, 

N othing could appeaſe but blood 

D eath took her King, and left a fl00d. 


FINIS. 
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UPON 


Thu Right Honourable, the Lord Capel! 
Baron of Hadham ; 1/ho was beheaded at Weſt- 
minſter,for m1aintdining the ancient and Fun- 
meantall Laws of the Kingdome 
of England. 


March the 9» 1648. 
Heu jacet aut faffis vivit ubique ſuis. 


Iſturbe me not, my thoughts are mounting 
To build a Neft for Capel!s memory (bigh, 
Few! that I am, I do nat mean, a Neſt. 
No, nor a Kingdome neither, that'sthe leaſt 
Of all my thoughts, It is a world that ſhall 
Be ruPd by Capels echo, hollow all; 
Ye,ſacred Muſes, and conſpire to bring 
Materialls for this work and learn to fing ; 
For ſhould ye weep,yout eyes might undertake 
To drown that world which 1 intend to make. 
7.17 Forbeare 
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Forbear ; your tears are uſclefſe, you muft now 
Gaze upon death with an undaunted brow, 
Capell has taught us how to entertain 

The pallid looks, of Mars, by him we gain 
The art of dying, and from him we have 

The Definitic# of a Noble grave 3 

Rare ſoul ſay, thy ever a&ive Fame 

$hall build a wor{d upon thy pregnant name, 

; | And every Letter of thy Name ſhall raiſe 
Alſpatious Kingdome, where thy amplepraiſe 
Shall be recordeii, eve: y hearkning Ear 

Shall prove ambitious, and admire to hear: 
*Twill be a glory when the world ſhall fay, 
"Twas bravely done, his Soveraign led the way, 
And he (as valiant Souldiers ought ro do, 
March'd bo'dly after, and was alwayes true 
To ſacred Majeſty; his Noble breath 

Diſdain'd the fear of a Tyraxnick death 

o | Death added liſe unto his th.ugEts, for he 

» | Contemn'4 at /iſe,though bought with infemie, 
The very birds ſhall learn tc prate andfing, 

How Capel iuffer'd for his Royall King. 

Rouze then ye ſtupid ſons of Morpheus ; let 

This ſhining Sun of Engliſh valour ſet, 

And riſe within your horizons,your bearts 

I mean, and teach you how to fing in parts 

The Anthems of his worth ; oh underftand 

That this wzs he, whoſe death hath fill'd the Land 
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With living forrow; this was he,' whoſe glory 

Shall lend'the world an everlaſting ſtory: 

You luſt-obeying Tarquins, that permit 

And tolerate your pleaſures, to commit 
Adulterated a&:ons, and command 

Exgland, our poor Lucretie, to ſtand 

Subje&to your libidinous deſires, 

And cannot help her ſelf, heaven grant your fires 
May ſoon expire, that at the laſt we may 

(Like Tarquins) ſee you baniſh'd quit: away. 

Say, will your hung'cy appetites receive 

No ſatisfaion? have ye vow'd to leave 

No noble blood? Alas how can your meck 

And tender conſczences, thus roar , and ſeek 

Like greedy Lyons, fcenting up, and down 

To find your prey in every Royall Town. 

Where is that Sea! which was in former times 
A golden pretext, to your drofly crimes}, 
Doe ye not think of beevn? have you forgot 
There isa God; or will ye own him not; 
Where is Religion (your upholder) fled ? 

What? is that murtber'dtoo; or have ye ipread 

A vaile upon ber that ſhe may not be 
Obſerv'd, or own'd, but in zecefrry, 
| Has not Religion all this while maintain'd 
Your unjuſtcauſe? what money's ye have gain'd 
Was for Religions ſake, which fiill ſfupp!y*d 
Your warts, but now yerc full, that's I:y'd afide; 
| Unhappy 
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Unhappy is tat land, whoſe People brags, 
That they have put Keligion up in bapgs. 
Meney prec. des Religion now; bur ſtay 
P: ecipi:ating quill, ve loſt my way, 
Nay, and my ſubje& too, how came my mnde 
Thus much to deviate?oh where ſhall I finde 
My former ſubje@? ſhall my thoxpbts abjett 
His memory, and own him with NegleG& : 
No, no, they ſhall nor, come my Muſe,repole, 
Lets think upon our Friend, and let our foes 
Remember us, Capel, thy werth ſhall fill 
The black- moutl'd concave -f my mourning quit. 
He wasa Pompze, but receiv'd his harwe 
From Tyrants, not from Ceſars noble arme, 
He had an my in his mince, could call 
Vertue to be their bold-fac'd Gemerall; 
He had no Pride,no fa&ion to create, 
Or nurſe diviſica in his pcacefull ſftatez 
He had a Court of Juſtice in his bre«ſt, 
But not tv tyrannize, or make inqueſt 
Afcer the jons of Loyalty, or bring 
Hlegsll Fudpments, to their Jegall King; 
He had a heart, that never us'd to hide 
The heate of envy,or the flinies of Pride; 
He had a Conſcience never ug'd 0 exat 
Upon a widdowed Kingdome, of extrat 
The treaſures of a Nation, to defray 
His own deſires, he never us'd tophay 
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The Devil in the habit of a Saint, 

Or teach his Apztators how to paint 

A vice with pleaſing colours, or prepare 

His ready eyes to ſhed a zealous tear 

With a falſe beart, he never ſtriv'd to pleaſe, 
And turn the peoples hearts with Peters Keyes ; 
And to conclude, he never would defire 
Other meas fuell ro maintain his fire ; 
Now Reader, thou haſt heard he had a mind 
. Not Meogay'dunto baſeneſſe, but inclin'd 
' +» Tohonourable afions; It was he 

That was the Embleme of true Charitie, 

Yet ſome unworthy ſpirits have cxpreft 

He was a ſon of Rome becauſe his breaſt 

Was filld with pity, and would ſtill relizve 
The Poore, whoſe wants inſtrutted him to grieve, 
Falſe are thoſe baſe reports, he was a man 
Alwaycs reputed a great Puriten, 

And not a Papift, and he had a care 

To have that hated Book of Common Prayer 
Read to his Family, himſelf would joyn 

His aid to any thing that was Dvize ; 
The Church did ſeldome fail to entertain 

His Noble ſe/fand his domeſtique train , 
Uncill chis blefſed Reformation ſpread 

It ſelf abroad, and firack Religion dead ; 
And then indeed his Conſcience would refuſe 
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His Gods Annointed, and his rea!l beart 

Could not endure to hear time- ſervers dart 
Arrows of envy at his King, and rail 

Againſt his Conſort, lab'ring to intail 

Diſgrace upon their #ames, and fill the eartli 
With heapt of errours, and rebel: ious mirth * 
Theſe things his beart abhor'd, he could no: hear 
His King abuſed with a patient ear: 

He was the ſou! of Loyalty, his mind 

Was alwayes a&ive, for he ftill inclin'd 

His thoughts to goodneſſe, ſtriving how to bring 
Peace to his Countrey, bonour to his King ; 

He was a man th-t alwayes us'd tofly 

Upon the wings of true ſollidity ; 

He was compleat and rich in every part, 

His tongue was never traytor to his beart z 

But now, ah now( | ſhall make death too proud 
To ſpeak it)he bath late! y left this cloud, 

This world of exvy, and is gone inherit 

Theſe joyes which wait upon a Noble pirit : 
Now,now he's zone to beav'ns ſublimer Court, 
Where Fuſtice lives, a place where falſc-report 
Shalf find no ears, a place where none ſhall dye, 
For being rich or wiſe; there Loyalty . 

Shall be reſpe Fed; there, the weeping ezes . - 
Of Orphans ſhall be pitied, there the crats © - 

Of Ladies pleading for their Lords ſhall find 

A full reſpe&z where Vertue is refin'd, 
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There muſt be bappineſſe, oh think but where 

Ie is, (kinde Reader) an brave Capels ther'e, 

There, there, he res, who ſtoutly crode the ſtage 

Of Blood, whoſe life, whoſe death, no age 

Will ever paralel!, his courage gave 

A life to deatb, an: pleaſure toa grave : 

He had a pleafing countinance , his face 

Did ſeem to bluſh,but *twas fr their difprace, 

And not his puilt,he never ſeem'd t' expreſſe 

The leaſt of fear-., but hafted to addrefſe 

Himfſelfto heav”'s. and like a Faoge, hebay'd 

At his unſatiated hownds, and lay'd 

His life before them, and contemr'd their power 

Becauſe he knew, they only could devoure 

His little world; but for his /oul, that wenc 

Before a more conſcientious Par/tament, 

Where now he reſts in peacefulnefſe, ani! doubles 

Hispleaſures, whilſt his foes ſurvive in troubles. 

here reſt herotck Capell, and enjoy 

Thoſe rich delights, which time cannot deflroy; 

Reſt tow, whilit thoſe are re/leſſe, which deny'd 

To let thee reft on earth, whoſe hearts arety'd 

In bloody fetters, which congluticates | 
Their ſouls, and leads thern to the worſt of fates, 

But now my quill growes weak, 1 mult forlake 

Theſe fable paths, I dare not undertake 

_ Sogreat a journey, for my feeble pen 
Bcgins to ſtagger, grief can teach me whem —_ 
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] ſhall begin, but will rot prove wy friend, 
And lead my ſorrows to a peacefull end, 
My thoug bts increaſe, this ſubje& would infuſe 
A yourhfull life into an ancient Muſe. | 
My hearr's compos'd of raptures, and my hand 
Receives new ſtrength; methinks | could command 
The ſpacious world, and teach it to expreſſe 
| Hispraiſc on eartb,though not his happinefſe 
In heav'x,where now le leave him, ayid retire; 
Vie ceaſe to write, and praiſe to admire, 


Te have killed, and condemned the Fuſt, and be doth 
nt reſiſt you. Jam. 5. 6. 
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The Ripht Honowrable, 


A towre is fallen, and it Iyes 

R epreſented to thy eyes : 

T hcrefore, Reader, if thy breath 
H ad z#tereſt in his death? 

UV nfix thy thoupbts, and poſt away, 
R eaſon forbids a Tyrants ſtay : 


L aviſh out your hearty cryes, 

O pen wide your flowing eyes, 

R ecord his worth, and lect a'l hearts 
D oate upon his living parts : 


C an any think upon his Name, 
A nd not labour to proclaim 
P erpetuall praiſes to his worth, 
 E ngaging bearts to ſet him forth : 
" L etall menſay,and not repent, 
L oe, here lyes Murthers Complement. 


Dignum lande virum Muſa vetat 
wor lb mactn_ ——_— 
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The Enemies of PEACE. 


\ Eace,peace,Rebellious/ipers;you that cry 
Advance Mecbannicks,down with Majeſty. 
Ceaſe your vain wiſbes, may ye nzverreſt 
That iave no Peace ;nay,may ye ne're be 
That envy Sic; ah! (hall Sioxs glory (bleft 
Be thus abſtraQted, and thus made a ftory 
To afici-ages? hath your hungry z&vle 
Devoucecd all your ſenſes, at one meal? 

What do ye mean? do yeintend to try 
A Reformation with Phlebotomy; 


Oc has your hell-bred thoughts found out aViay 
To turn a Canaen to a Golgotha ? + 
[of _ Huh 
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Hath the Tartarian Connſeller invented - . 
Such.thriving plots, that cannot be prever.ted, 


Leave off baſe a&ts, Mechanxicks, and begin - 


To deali uprightly,and reforme within - 
Bury your aged criwes,and then go call 
Your ftragling ſenſes to the funeral! : 

Thus 1 adviſe you, if this will nor doe, 
Aſſure your ſelves, Vie learn to carſe ye too. 

May beav'n, whoſe frowning countenance doth 
An angry reſolution, overthrow (ſhow 
You and your prick-ear'd Progeny, and wake 
Your children ſuffer, for their parents ſake ; 

May ye all beg, and wander up and down 

Like vagabonds, be laſh'd from Town to Town; 
And may the Loadftones of your crimes attratt 
Ten thouſand plagues, and way thoſe plagues exatt 
LIpon your laviſh joxls,]ct impious Fate 

Bluſh, if ſhe chance to make you fortunate. 

May torments purſue torment;,and ſtill grow 
TilP Rithmet ch be non-pluſt, and o'cethrow 
Your Treaſon-Joaded hearrs; And if this Curſe 
Will not ſucceed, may't yeeld unto a wer/e 
For you, that this declining age way ſee 

The ju/t rewards of your impietie : 

Let baſeneſſe be entay{[d upon your names, 

Too ftrong for all recovery; Let ſbames 

And laſtingiaſamiesremaine 

In deeper Chargers than thit of Cain, 


May 
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May your ſouls bucn,till heav'n ſhall think it good 


Toquenchthem in your generations blood, 


That all the world may hcare you biſſe and cry, 


IV ko lov'd na Peace, in Peace ſhall never dye. 
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FAREWELE 
To England. 


Ngland,farewell;th'affe&ions that 1 be: 
To thee, I cannot name withouta tear; 
[ muftbe gon,mytroubPdConſcience loat 
To ſtaine it's welfare with thy new-ma 
Heav'n knowes my beart,[truly hate diſorders(oath 
And pitty them that live within thy boarders: 
As for my ſelf; I cannot ftoop fo low, | 
To be ſubordinate to them, I know 
Are bat inferiors, though they have of late 
Converted Monarchy i into a State; 
Though heav'n conccalcs his anger for a time, 
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The Authors farewell to England. 9 


$ 
+|| A day will come to plague their ſoulr,and then 
$| They'l prove but devills, in the ſhapes of men. 
+ ' And ſo farewell poor England, quite farewell, 
| IP bere Furycs reigne, there needs muſt be a Hell; 


Anglia, jam quantum, quantum mutata veluſt as, 
Nunc capnt es ſceleris, qui calut orbis eras; 
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On the death of his Royall Majeſty Charls late RK; 
of Eng'and, &&c. K 


VV Hat went yeort to ſee? a dying King ? 
Nay more, I fearan Angel ſuffering. 
Bur what went you to fee? A Prophet (lain? 
Nay,that-and more, a maityr'd Soveraign: 
Peace to that ſacred duſt ! Great Sir,our fcars 
Have left us nothing but obedient rears 
To court your hearſe ; and in thoſe pious flouds 
We live, the poor remainder of our goods, 
Accept us in theſe Jater obſequies, | 
The unplundred riches of our hearts and eyes, 
For in theſe faithfull ſtr: ams and emanations 
Ware Tubje&s ſtiilbeyond all Sequeftrations. 
Here we cry more than Conquerours: malice 
arder cſtates.but hearts will ſtill obey; (may 
Theſe as your glori's yet above the reach, 
Of ſuch whoſe: purple lines confuſion preach. 

And now ( Dearr Sir) vouchſake us to admire 
With envy your arrivall, andthat Dire 
OfCherubims and Angels that ſupply'd C 
Our duties at your eryumphs: where you ride Ry 
with tal les, and Ovations: v 
Rich as the conqueſt of threeruin'dNations.(hence || a; 

But *twas the heavenly plot that ſnatch'd you 
To crown your ſoul with that magnificence 
And bounden rights of honor, that poor earth Þ| x; 


Could only wiſh and firanglc inthe birch. Oi 
Such 
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Such pitied emularion flop'd the bluſh 
Of our ambitious ſhame, nonsſuited us. 
For where ſouls a& beyond mort4llity, 
Heaven only can performe that Jubilee. 

We wraltle then no more, but bleſs your day 
And mourn the anguiſh of our fad delay : 
That fince we cannor add, we yet flay here 
Fettred in clay: Yet longing to appear 
SpeQators of your bliſs, that keing ſhown 
Once more, you may embrace us as your own. 
Where never envy ſhall divide us more, 

Nor City crunwlts, nor the worlds upcoar. 
Bt an ecernall huſh, a quiet peace 

As without end, fo ſtill in the increaſe 

Shall Iull humanity aſleep, and bring 

Us equall ſubjefs to the heav*nly King. 

Till when Ve curn Recuſant, and forſwear 
All Calvin, for there's Purgatgry here. 


An Epitaph, 


C1! Paſſenger : Behold and ſee 
The widdowed grave of Majefty- 
Why trembleſt thou, here's that will make 
All but our ftupid ſouls to ſhake. 
Here lies entomb'd the ſacred duſt 
Of Peace and Piety, Right and Juſt. 
The blood (Q ftart'ſ thou not to hear? ) 
Ofa goed King*twixt hope and fear Sheds 
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Shed, and hurried hence to bee 
The miracle of miſerie. | 

Adde the i1!s thatRome can boaſt, 
Shrifc the world in every coaſt, «. 
Mix the fire of earth and ſeas 
Wich humane ſpleen and pradti ſes, 
To puny the records of time, 
By one grand Gypentick crime, 
Then ſwell it bigger till ic {queeze _ 
The globe to crooked hams and kn: ess 
Here's that ſhall make it ſeem to bee 
But modeſt Chriſtianity. 

The Lawgiver, amongſt his own, 
Sentenc'd by a Law unknown. 
Voted Monerchy to death 
By the courſe Plebian breath. 
The Soveraigz of all command 
Suff'rings by a Common hand: 
A Prince, to make the odium more, 
Offcr'd athis very door. | 
The head cut off, O death to ſe.'r! 
In obedience to thi feet, Z 
Andthat by Fuſtice you muſt know, 
If thoa haſt faith to think it ſo. 


Wee'le ſtir no further then this ſacred Clay, 


But let it lumber till the 7adgment day. 

Of all the ings on earth, 'its not denyed, 

Here lics the firſt that for Religion dicd. 
FINIS, 


